The Right Hon. the Earl of Roseberyf K.G., K.T.
WHEN, a year or two ago, the death of the ex-Empress Eugenie was recorded, the chronicler may well have been startled to remember that the ij|ustrious lady, who was almost a centenarian, had only enjoyed her Imperial greatness for the brief period of seventeen years. When the biographer of Lord Rosebery—may his task be deferred for many a long year—sets out to occupy and exploit the rich field which such a Life will present, he may perhaps be surprised to recall that a man so deep-rooted, and sd eminent in public esteem, should have been for so short a while a tenant of high office under the Crown. Such a reflection would not tend to belittle a career; it would perhaps rather magnify a personality. Lord Rosebery apparently began to attract with his first breath ; he will remain attractive until he draws his last. He compelled attention in his busy noon; he cannot escape it even in his quiet evening. He always was, is, and will be, that untranslatable quelqu'un. And yet in some curious way he is, and always has been, an incomplete man. At Eton, he achieved little distinction, but evoked a good deal of comment. At Oxford, where he was one of the last of the " noblemen " recognised at Christ Church, he kept little company with the intellectuals, and is said to have preferred his racing stud to his degree. But if he was impatient of
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